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We have just heard (1936) that sixteen men have been killed
in the streets in Barcelona, and we are rather glad to be
moving out of Malaga harbour instead of walking the streets
of the laughing city.
I am sorry for having been forced to write about religion
because it will no doubt seem a digression just to get in
Malaga Cathedral or to hurt the feelings of some kindly
people. I am tired of pointing out that there are no digressions
in this book. Even the passages of relief that from time to
time I have inserted, all have their place in the progress
of a pretty close-knit argument. It was necessary to get in
Malaga Cathedral since it is as much an expression of the
Black department of Papistry as the meeting of Intelligentsia
at Baton Rouge was of the Deep South.
And we had to examine that form of Papistry because it
is the only form of the cult that is completely without
gaiety. It is the cult that still finds expression in the black
gondolas of Venice and the pictures of flayings alive in the
Flemish Galleries. It is, if you like, the expression—the
only possible expression—of the Catholic Reaction after
Luther. So Mr. Symonds says in his Renaissance in Italy^
and, though I do not agree with him, I don't want to
argue the matter. . . . But it is certain that when you
enter that cathedral you come, if you have never before
been in a Spanish church, in contact with a form of Papistry
such as you will find nowhere else in the world. Catholicism,
of course, differs widely and evolves national types in every
nation. But, for Catholics at least, it is everywhere dis-
tinguished by one thing . . . by, precisely, a sort of gaiety.
It is a religion for the lousy, untidily thinking, goodish
man in the street ... so he be of good will. . . . Only
not in Spain. It strikes you at once like a wind on the
forehead that here your faith burns with a black, icy flame
that consumes all life. Those women near the side altar, like
cones of black sugar, haven't life outside the church. They
perform their mundane functions against the grain, in a
sort of daze, protesting, as it werea against Destiny that
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